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Hi neighbor,
I lost empathy when I was young and have since spent 
my time searching for it. Empathy is a capacity that is 
messy and unnatural; it is a pain in the ass for us selfish 
folks. My search for it began in high school. Later, in a 
college literature class, I rediscovered my infatuation 
for empathy when I read Leslie Jamison’s “The Empa-
thy Exams.” 
“This was the double blade of how I felt about any 
thing that hurt: I wanted someone else to feel it 
with me, and also I wanted it entirely for myself.” 
Considering you and I have hurt, that we do hurt and 
that we will hurt in our lifetimes begs the question: do 
we hurt less when others hurt with us?
I chose this theme hoping to answer this. I’m not sure 
if we did. Isolated in my room, I met my staff through a 
laptop screen and encouraged them to be empathetic 
journalists who ask empathetic questions and seek out 
empathetic stories about empathetic characters. And, 
of course, the lack thereof.
We challenged whether or not this capacity is inher-
ently human. We considered if everyone deserves it, 
how we can earn it and how we claim it for ourselves. 
We clarified the difference between it and its decep-
tive neighbor, sympathy.
Besides interviewing people pre-pandemic style, read-
ing this quarter’s stories is the closest I have come to 
finding empathy again. Hurting with my writers, with 
my editors and with the characters you will discover 
gave me a glimpse at something I lost a long, long time 
ago.
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Surprise! I’m Still Gay
 Quynh Trinh












Have you ever heard that life is like an elevator? Well, my life 
wasn’t like that.
It was more like a roller coaster, only going straight with no turns, 
loops or increased speeds. Then, you entered my life unexpectedly, 
and it started going uphill with fun surprises. By accepting my inse-
curities and daily health battles, you showed me how much you love 
me for who I am.
At the start of the pandemic, I spent all my time trying to survive 
the quarter online and working from home. As an introvert, I en-
joyed spending this time alone. I felt that I was reconnecting with 
myself and didn’t have to worry about in-person responsibilities, 
such as being active in Ethnic Student Center clubs. 
When you entered my life during the pandemic, I was not look-
ing for a relationship. I’m grateful I got quality time with myself, be-
cause it prepared me for being with you.
Throughout my life, I have battled with learning to love myself, 
and I knew that no relationship could prosper if self-love didn’t exist 
first. I had multiple insecurities growing up that affected my self-im-
age. My allergies to soy, nuts and seafood made me insecure because 
of how easily my skin breaks out. I was afraid to be myself and that 
translated to being awkward around others. 
When quarantine hit, I cut people from my life who brought me 
down and surrounded myself with those I could be genuine with.
Then, summer arrived, and I went back home. I worked and took 
summer classes, anticipating what could happen in the rest of 2020.
In July, my friend went through an unexpected breakup, so she de-
cided to join Tinder again. I wanted to be a good friend, so I joined 
her on the app, but I was not actively trying to find someone.
I was a happy single woman, even though most of my friends were 
in relationships. Little did I know I would match with someone who 
I fell in love with five months later.   
Yannick, being with you made 2020 easier not only because I had 
someone to get through the pandemic with, but also because you 
helped me love myself and learn more about Black-love.
Black people have been affected by racism that emerged from 
negative stereotypes such as being aggressive. Some take these per-
sonally and feel the need to conform to society’s expectations, which 
negatively affects how they view themselves.
Yannick, I asked my friend Joviana Smith why Black-love is im-
portant.
She said, “It’s important for our mental health because when or if 
we’re being told that our life doesn’t matter by society, some tend to 
take those feelings to heart and develop self-hate.”
Black people have often felt the need to change aspects of who 
they are to fit in, get jobs and be respected. One example is our hair. 
Some settings like work or school discriminate by not accepting 
dreadlocks, braids or afros, which leads to us straightening our hair. 
This creates internalized racism. 
As a Black person in this country, self-love is very important. We 
should not stop being who we are because society does not approve 
of our names, hair or appearances. We need to love the skin we are 
in despite what society tells us. It’s always been important, but now 
more than ever, we need to love ourselves and showcase Black-love. 
Yannick, I asked you why Black-love is important.
You said, “Black people are often deprived of that experience be-
cause we’re attacked and assassinated financially, emotionally [and] 
physically in a systematic way. No one genuinely understands and 
empathizes like another Black person, so it feels nourishing, like all 
your needs are met.”
To me, Black-love involves two Black people, connecting with or 
understanding each other in relation to race. 
I often think about the day we went on our first date in August. 
We went out to eat and I couldn’t stop talking because I didn’t want 
awkward silence, and you weren’t saying much. We talked about 
school, sports, comic book characters, movies and being the chil-
dren of African parents. 
After that date, I remember thinking of you as someone I could 
really like, and that terrified me. The following weekend, you offi-
cially asked me to be your girlfriend. 
I’ve never truly been in love before, but as weeks went by in our 
relationship, I continued to ask myself: is this what love feels like? 
Because I didn’t know. 
I did know that I was always happy to see you, talk to you, share 
things with you and try new things. I went from the girl who likes 
being alone to wanting to be with you. I think that’s when I realized 
that this is love.
Recently, you’ve helped me accept my insecurities. I always strug-
gled with people staying with me as I deal with my allergies. You re-
minded me that love is about staying by each other’s side no matter 
what hardships we face. You still care about me and love me while 
I’m going through this journey of learning to love myself.
Yannick, I asked you why love is important.
You said, “I think it’s natural to want love because we all want to 
feel cared for and that we matter as people. I think when you receive 
and/or give love it’s a life-driving and sustaining experience.”
Every day, whether you’re with me or not, I can’t stop smiling and 
I look forward to our next adventure. What we have is beautiful, and 
as we continue to grow individually, our love will also grow to build 
a strong future for us.
A Love 
I’ve Never Known
An open letter to my boyfriend on how he helped me discover 
the importance of self-love and Black-love.
Dear Yannick,
Love,
Story by Jana Obune
Illustration by Julia Vreeman
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Wear Your Masque
How student actors pursued their passion for 
live entertainment through the pandemic.Cast of “Sunny on a Cloudy Day” strike a pose during the first in-person 
cast bonding event at Boulevard Park in Bellingham, Wash. on Feb. 20, 
2021. From left to right: Jesse Garvais, Leah Shannon, Katie Dreessen, 
Mary Ginther, Darius Carriger, Aidan Espinosa and Sophie Kashman. Story and photos by Victoria Corkum
“
Sophie Jesse
We just play. As a cast, 
we have such a good 
bond with each other. 
That playful nature of a 
child-like joy, we can’t 
experience on a daily 
basis right now. Being 
able to share that with 
people right now is so 
fun, and it brings me a 
lot of happiness.”
At first, everything is dark. Then, all at once, lights radiate onto the stage. Streams of golden warmth shine down, chasing away any shadows that once consumed the space. 
The roar of applause amplifies the tingly, glowing sensation inside. It 
seems almost dreamlike as the realization sets in — the show is over.
“I remember my first bow,” Izzy Laws said. “When the lights are 
bright and you see the spotty lights like on film, I saw that. It was in-
sane, like fresh air all throughout. That’s the moment I knew I needed 
theater in my life.”
Izzy, a junior at Western Washington University, is a cast member 
of the web series “Sunny on a Cloudy Day,” a collaborative show con-
ducted by students from WWU and Washington State University.
Written by Mary Ginther and Adam Carlson, the show is a spin-
off of the television series “It’s Always Sunny In Philadelphia.” Mary 
is the only member involved with the project who does not attend 
WWU. Originally, she began developing the script as a project for 
her production crew at WSU. 
“I wrote six scripts last semester, but we weren’t going to film be-
cause of [COVID-19],” Mary said. “I had two assistants, a director, a 
crew and the only thing missing was the cast.”
When an outbreak of COVID-19 arose on WSU’s campus, the 
crew decided to cancel filming, closing the door on this passion proj-
ect. Meanwhile, Mary’s sister, Katie Ginther, who is a WWU theater 
major, was searching for ways to combat the lack of live performance 
experiences.
Katie approached Mary with a proposition: combining the talents 
of both schools could make this dream a reality. Working together, 
the sister duo ran auditions and selected the cast for “Sunny on a 
Cloudy Day.”
“It’s weird how [this show] was originally something I was writing in 
my bedroom and I thought no one would ever see,” Mary said. “Now, 
it’s being produced online.”
“Sunny on a Cloudy Day” follows five friends in their misadven-
tures after they graduate college. 
During their time in school, the group invested in a bar which they 
later sold and held onto the profits to pursue a future venture. When 
the lovable, but drastically illiterate, Freddy purchases a condemned 
doughnut shop using the group’s money, things get weird.
John, the feisty fuel of the group, immediately launches into busi-
ness mode, hoping to break even despite the immense stupidity of 
the situation. John’s sister, Jay, offers her sassy input as the group fran-
tically attempts to pull together a plan. The apathetic Hil kicks back 
and watches the dumpster fire of a mess intensify. To top it all off, Der-
ek, the estranged friend of the group, floats back into the picture once 
he learns that the group has blown their finances in a risky business 
move. Whether they like it or not, all five friends are shareholders of 
a doughnut shop: The Whole Hole.
“It’s like a deep, throwing your head back, belly laugh,” Katie Drees-
sen giggles as she reminisces over the energy of the show. “It’s like 
laughing so hard with your friends at 2 a.m. about the stupidest thing 
that you typically wouldn’t find funny, but that day it’s the funniest 
thing in the world.”
Katie is a sophomore at WWU who plays the role of Jay in “Sunny 
on a Cloudy Day.” As a second-year student, there are many oppor-
tunities that Katie knows she has missed due to the pandemic. The 
ability to bond with classmates and fellow cast members is a precious 
jewel that resides front and center on the crown of the theater depart-
ment. Taking part in this show, however, has unearthed similar rubies 
for participants.
“It’s been so fun growing with this cast,” Katie said. “When some-
body picks up what you put down, that’s amazing. It’s so rare over the 
internet, but with all these people who are so locked in and commit-
ted to making this a positive experience, those moments when you 
get a back and forth feel like an in-person reaction.”
Although much of the cast and crew are currently living near Bell-
ingham, Washington, rehearsals are conducted over the video com-
munication app, Zoom, in order to comply with the Washington 
state COVID-19 gathering guidelines. 
Because so many WWU students utilize Zoom on a daily basis, it 
is easy to become disengaged from interacting through screens, ac-
cording to Sophie Kashman, a WWU freshman and cast member.
“Zoom conferences are awkward,” Sophie chuckled, the memo-
ries of past virtual encounters gone wrong exposing themselves in her 
smile. “Everyone is on mute, then you unmute and speak over some-
one and it’s just weird.”
Zoom creates opportunity for plenty of awkward interactions, but 
the delightful absurdity of this show whips away the fear of embar-
rassing encounters.
Sophie portrays the role of the Uber driver in “Sunny on a Cloudy 
Day.” The unnamed character acts as the peak of a love triangle, 
caught between her feelings for Derek and the overwhelming obses-
sion Freddy has with her.
As scenarios grow increasingly preposterous each week, the cast 
grows closer through this collaborative project. Although the major-
ity of the scripts were written in March of last year, the director, Mary, 
consistently opens space during each rehearsal for actors to share 
their input. Over the course of each week, the scripts can have mul-
tiple iterations, varying from small character choices to full-blown 
comedy bits.
“It’s such a positive environment that we’re able to go through and 
be honest about how we feel about the script and our characters,” So-
phie said. “[The script] is a group-oriented, work in progress. Every-
one’s input really does count.”
In order for any live show to run successfully, the cast should strive 
to understand one another. In order for any Zoom production to run 
successfully, the cast should have a basic understanding that this is the 
time to go big or go home.
“This web series is based on, ‘who can do the most ridiculous 
thing,’” said Leah Shannon, a WWU sophomore who plays the sassy 
Hil. “We’re breaking down those barriers and acting dorky, because 
we all want this show to be good. That has not only allowed us to feel 
more comfortable, but it has built a really good rapport between us. 
Leah





We all want this to work and be the best it can 
be, so we’ll do it in the best way possible.”
The challenge of storytelling from behind 
a screen has pushed this group to find the best 
possible ways to create engaging connections. 
Instead of the typical blocking style that most 
live performances utilize, the cast of “Sunny on 
a Cloudy Day” has found alternative methods 
to engage with their separate surroundings. By 
applying a unique style of interacting with their 
cameras, the standard spatial awareness that 
comes with live performance blocking is mim-
icked with a fresh take. 
In episode one, Freddy discovers that Derek 
hooked up with the Uber driver while they were 
in college. In an outburst of rage, Freddy tackles 
Derek and the two begin wrestling. Instead of 
typical stage blocking, both actors scream and 
shake their web cameras profusely. Their faces 
blur on and off screen with brilliant flashes of 
light, which simulates the two boys beating the 
living daylights out of each other.
Jesse Gervais is a WWU sophomore who 
portrays the character Freddy, a goofy business 
school dropout. According to Jesse, one of the 
most crucial ingredients in the recipe of the 
show is a playful mindset.
“We just play,” Jesse said. “As a cast, we have 
such a good bond with each other. That playful 
nature of a child-like joy, we can’t experience on 
a daily basis right now. Being able to share that 
with people right now is so fun, and it brings me 
a lot of happiness.”
Although many social interactions are cur-
rently made through screens, the cast has bro-
ken the barriers of Zoom fatigue by investing 
time to make intentional connections with one 
another. Typically, the magic of bonding with 
the cast and crew would be sprinkled through-
out in-person rehearsals. Online hangouts 
quickly sprouted so a similar bonding power 
could bloom. It is this type of interpersonal con-
nection that allows the cast to dive deeper into 
their own characters and produce a fierce energy 
onstage. This is one of the biggest barriers that
 actors face with Zoom theater as a medium. 
“A big thing I’m noticing over Zoom is that 
it’s hard to replicate the energy between char-
acters,” Austin Denton said. “It’s a physical, hu-
man-to-human thing. It’s what makes the magic 
of theater, watching somebody and developing 
a connection with them.” 
Austin is a junior at WWU who plays the role 
of John, a feisty hothead who seems to be on 
the verge of boiling over at all times. As Austin 
has developed a deeper connection with John’s 
character, he has noticed a strange change with-
in the transfer of performance arts from onstage 
to Zoom. The vitality comes from a different 
space, diverting from the classic rush of adren-
aline that accompanies live stage performance.
“We forget that the stage itself has its own 
energy,” Austin said. “With this production, 
we’re adapting to how Zoom works. In order to 
innovate how we’re going to do this, we have to 
be able to watch ourselves. Zoom theater is it’s 
own medium, a temporary medium hopefully.”
The majority of the cast and crew are part of 
the theater program at WWU, another group 
that has had to make an incredible switch from 
quintessential stage performance to Zoom the-
ater. Rather than shy away from the potential 
death of a project, the theater department has 
leaned into the new challenge with vigor.
“All of these obstacles to do the work rein-
forces the value of the work, the hunger for 
that work,” said Rich Brown, department chair 
and WWU theater professor. “I’m constantly 
amazed at what the faculty, staff and students 
have done in order to continue telling stories.”
As theater students attempt to navigate this 
new world of online learning and performance, 
the hurdles are greatly enlarged. This might 
make some students question if the race is 
even worth running. Is the role of theater being 
forced out of our world? 
“Our nation is suffering from an empathy 
crisis,” Brown sighed. “It’s an empathy famine. If 
you don’t have artists telling stories of empathy, 
then I think we’re done. We’re not just doing 
plays, we’re telling stories to generate empathy, 
understanding and compassion in audience 
members.”
Acting Studio Chicago argues in favor of 
theater. The role of theater in society is signifi-
cant and crucial because it reminds us as human 
beings that we are not alone. During the pan-
demic, the battle with loneliness has become 
increasingly relevant. 
According to Clara King, the technical direc-
tor for “Sunny On A Cloudy Day,” the design of 
this show is intentionally created to combat the 
weight of reality.
“People are so down right now,” Clara said. 
“To make theater that’s a downer is so disap-
pointing, unless it has a lot of intention and 
meaning behind it. We wanted to create some-
thing that makes people laugh and attaches peo-
ple to those characters.”
The final episode of season one was posted 
on Feb. 26, 2021, closing the curtain on a proj-
ect that might not have been if it weren’t for the 
dedication of a team. According to Aidan Espi-
nosa, a WWU sophomore who portrayed the 
character Derek, this show is a breath of fresh air 
during a time that has felt overwhelmingly stale.
“It gives us all a lot of hope that one day we 
will be able to possibly film episodes together 
and that we will all be able to get back to the real 
stage soon,” Aidan said. “It really gives us hope 
that theater and art can never die, even with a 
serious pandemic. It might give other people 
hope that they can do projects like this and that 
art will continue to carry on as creatively as pos-
sible.”
At first, everything is dark. Then, like sunshine 
breaking through the clouds, beams of light illu-
minate the stage. The audience rises to their feet 
to deliver a standing ovation and their cheers are 
echoed throughout the theater. An internal fire 
is sparked as the realization sets in — the show 
is never truly over, not for those who are eternal 
storytellers.
Our nation is suffering 
from an empathy crisis.
It’s an empathy famine. 
If you don’t have artists 
telling stories of
empathy, then I think 
we’re done. We’re not 




compassion in audience 
members.”
Aidan
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me peace and possibility, but it hadn’t fixed a 
glaring problem: I still couldn’t talk to peo-
ple. 
I was a solitary kid. I don’t need help re-
membering that.
My mother remembers picking me up 
from school or birthday parties and seeing 
me standing away from the group. In pic-
tures, I was always off to the side. Apparently, 
I told her I liked sitting alone. Most of her 
memories lined up with mine, but there is 
one that differs.
When I was in fourth grade, my mother 
drove me home from choir. She asked why 
I hadn’t sat with the other kids at lunch. Ap-
parently, one of the chaperones had pulled 
her aside and recounted the whole story.
I remember sitting at the only empty end 
of a long cafeteria table, far away from the 
kids in matching purple shirts. One of the 
mothers — probably the one who tattled — 
saw me and beckoned.
I shook my head. The other kids waved 
me over, but the more encouraging they got, 
the more I wanted to stay right where I was. 
I shook my head again and again, and they 
eventually gave up. I ate my lunch alone.
“I remember thinking, ‘Yeah, she does 
that,’” my mother said. “I just knew you liked 
to be more on the outside looking in.”
I did like being on the outside looking in. 
Somewhere along my timeline, though, it 
stopped being a choice.
Billie McEathron is a counselor at Lib-
erty Middle School. We spent a lot of time 
talking about self-empathy, a concept she 
encounters all the time.
She broke it down for me the way she 
would for her students. A person might have 
a friend who always lifts them up and a friend 
who always brings them down. At the end of 
the day, we spend the most time with our-
selves. It’s important that our internal voice is 
the friend lifting us up.
She told the story of a student whose rela-
tionship with math was entirely made up of 
negative messaging. She flipped to the back 
of their notebook and wrote down some al-
ternatives.
“Sometimes it’s hard to go from, ‘I’m bad at 
math,’ to ‘I’m a great math student,’” McEath-
ron said. “Sometimes it’s finding the neutral. 
Not going, ‘Okay, I’m excellent at this,’ but 
being able to say, ‘I’m learning math.’ That’s 
more neutral. There’s no judgment there.”
Psychology Today published a series of 
articles in 2020 about self-empathy. One of 
the themes the authors returned to again and 
again was the suspension of judgment. 
Empathy toward others, after all, means 
understanding their struggle instead of 
merely acknowledging it. It’s equally import-
ant to direct empathy toward ourselves.
As McEathron mentioned, there’s no-
body we spend more time with.
I remember being on the phone with my 
friend Allyssa, lamenting about never speak-
ing to the girl in my class I had a crush on. An-
other friend had been pushing me to ask for 
her number, but the thought was terrifying. I 
could barely make myself speak to her.
When the conversation turned to the fact 
I would probably be alone forever, Allyssa in-
terrupted me. She asked me when I’d started 
thinking about dating.
It had only been six months since I realized 
I was gay.
Then she pointed out the obvious. Where 
some people might have been stumbling 
through awkward flirting as early as middle 
school, I was just starting. Of course I had no 
idea what I was doing.
Practicing self-empathy means taking 
the time to understand our own reactions. 
It means suspending judgment of oneself. 
Only then can you take steps to adapt.
Steps like downloading a dating app, not 
for hookups, but to practice casual texting. I 
mentioned it almost as a joke to Allyssa. A 
couple weeks later, she called and told me to 
expect some texts from an unknown num-
ber.
Apparently, she was making me a Tinder 
account.
“What Coming Out Couldn’t Fix
I expected coming out to fix my life-long loneliness, but 
when I remained an anxious introvert, I realized I’d have to 
practice self-empathy before I could change.
My computer is open on my bed. My door is firmly closed. My best friend is on the other end of the 
call teaching me to use my new Tinder ac-
count. Allyssa practically built it for me. In 
my bio, she writes for me, “If I don’t respond, 
it’s probably because I’m reading.”
I tell her I’m probably the last person who 
should be on that app.
According to a Pew Research Center 
study, 55% of LGBTQ adults have tried 
some form of online dating, compared to 
28% of straight adults. The working theory 
is that swiping through profiles is a lot easier 
when your dating pool is small.
That was part of my reasoning. I realized I 
was gay at 18 years old. So many things finally 
made sense: why I’d never been interested in a 
boyfriend, or why I’d been so nervous talking 
to that gorgeous girl from my fiction-writing 
class.
For a month or two after my realization, I 
was convinced that I had found the last piece 
to my puzzle. I would no longer be the shy 
girl whose face turned beet red when she 
tried to craft a coherent sentence in front of 
strangers and acquaintances. I was proved 
wrong the next time I sat in a classroom. I saw 
my classmates chatting and decided it was 
safer to stick to my book.
The honeymoon period of my discovery 
was over. Realizing I was gay had brought
Illustration by Julia Vreeman
Story by Riley Kankelberg
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Empathy toward others, after all, means understanding 
their stuggle instead of merely acknowledging it. It’s 
equally important to direct empathy toward ourselves.
“
When Sally Powell, owner of Cloud Nine Doodles, was 17 years 
old, she locked eyes with a maltese at a pet store and had to take the 
dog home. “I didn’t realize at the time that pet store puppies are usual-
ly puppy-mill puppies,” Powell said.
According to the HSUS, most pet store puppies come from pup-
py mills. These dogs often have severe health problems. Powell said 
she got lucky because her Maltese, Sheba, was a healthy dog.
In partnership with Pasado’s Safe Haven and other organizations, 
Bailing Out Benji is lobbying the state legislature to pass The Hu-
mane Sales Pet Bill. The bill would ban the retail sale of dogs and cats, 
unless pet stores are partnering with an animal care agency to hold an 
adoption.
This legislation started gaining momentum at the local level. In 
July 2020, a Kitsap County ordinance banning the sale of dogs and 
cats from large-scale breeding operations went into effect. As a result, 
Farmland Pets and Feed in Silverdale, Washington, stopped selling 
puppies and kittens. From there, Olympia and Lacey, Washington 
banned the retail sale of dogs and cats in February 2020. After the 
Olympia ordinance passed, Puppyworld Olympia closed. The owner 
was unable to be reached for comment. 
In 2020, the data Bailing Out Benji gathered and provided helped 
in the process of passing 32 pet-store ordinances.
“It is amazing to see this momentum happening,” Dale said. The 
goal of these ordinances is not to put pet stores out of business, Dale 
said, but to stop the puppy-mill pipeline in its tracks. 
Some pet stores, like Petco, still allow dog adoptions, but through 
partnerships with animal welfare organizations, like shelters. Employ-
ees set up pens around the store. Tails swish back and forth as adults 
greet the puppies with child-like glee. With this model, The Petco 
Foundation has facilitated more than 6.5 million dog adoptions. 
While preventing pet stores from selling puppies can help stop the 
puppy-mill pipeline, the issue is more complicated than that. 
According to the HSUS, large-scale breeders are not required to 
be licensed by the USDA if they sell puppies to the public directly 
and allow buyers to see the dog in-person before making the pur-
chase. This means they are not legally allowed to sell, buy or breed 
animals for resale to places like pet stores.
In locations without strong enforcement of local or state ani-
mal-welfare standards, these unlicensed breeders are largely unmon-
itored. They can also create deceptive websites that do not show the 
puppies in their actual living conditions, leading buyers to believe the 
puppies are being taken care of when they are actually part of a puppy 
mill. 
So, how can dog-lovers distinguish between these inhumane 
breeding programs and ethical ones? 
“You should be seeing how the dogs are living to ensure that you’re 
not accidentally supporting a puppy mill,” Dale said. 
2. Visit the breeder’s property
Powell sits in her living room. Barking echoes as her daughter 
trains Mango, a Bernedoodle puppy who is staying for five weeks of 
extended training before going to his new owner. Shiloh, a golden 
doodle and Powell’s loyal sidekick, sits next to her. From the floor, a 
Bernese mountain dog puppy, who is staying with them until she is 4 
months old, stares up with giant, unblinking eyes. While some breed-
ers like to keep their dogs in kennels, Powell prefers a more hands-on 
approach. 
“I don’t raise puppies that way and I won’t. My puppies are raised in 
my living room and in my kitchen,” Powell said. “It’s a lot of work, but 
it’s worth the effort.”
Her dog Gracie recently birthed a new litter. The puppies lay in an 
open box in the living room where they can become acclimated to 
interacting with other people and dogs. 
Powell makes sure to health test all of the dogs. This can be expen-
sive in addition to food and other supplies needed to raise healthy, 
well-tempered dogs.
“You’re not going to make loads and loads of money at it. That’s not 
why you do it,” Powell said. 
Safety 
for Suki
Animal welfare workers give 
tips about how dog-lovers 
can avoid unintentionally 
supporting puppy mills.
Story by Melody Kazel
Suki the West Highland terrier is an investigator. Her owner, Brenna Anderst, lit up when describing how Suki monitors every squirrel and bird that passes by on their 
walks. Terriers are often known for being “spunky,” Anderst said, and 
Suki definitely has a fun-loving nature, always wanting to make new 
friends. 
While Suki is now a friendly, excitable dog, she wasn’t always. An-
derst works as the education and advocacy coordinator for Pasado’s 
Safe Haven, the organization that rescued Suki. When team mem-
bers found the terrier, she was a breeding dog at a puppy mill. Anderst 
said Suki didn’t even bark. 
Puppy mills are large-scale, inhumane breeding programs that 
breed dogs for sale. According to The Humane Society of the United 
States, there are about 10,000 puppy mills across the country. These 
mills sometimes have more than 200 dogs. Most of the time, dogs at 
puppy mills are kept in cages. 
The United States Department of Agriculture requires commer-
cial breeders who use cages to have enclosures at least 6 inches tall-
er than the tallest dog’s head. However, this measurement does not 
include the dog’s tail and only allows room for the animal to stand 
comfortably, but not move around. 
When Pasado’s Safe Haven rescued Suki, she was timid. Her hair 
grew over her eyes and was matted with poop. Sores covered her 
body, some of which will likely never go away. Aside from that, Suki 
did not have any other major physical injuries, which is not always the 
case for puppy-mill dogs. 
“We saw other dogs from that same rescue, and one dog had a 
completely broken leg that had never been tended to,” Anderst said. 
Pasado’s Safe Haven has rescued many dogs from puppy mills, in-
cluding Zazu. He was found at a puppy mill where half the dogs were 
tied up, while the rest roamed free. Anderst said this left the tied dogs 
incredibly vulnerable. 
Because of the significant difference in the physical and mental 
condition of puppy-mill dogs, Pasado’s Safe Haven designs individu-
al rehabilitation programs for each dog. First, the organization deals 
with the dog’s immediate medical needs. Then, their certified behav-
iorist puts together a plan for each dog’s needs moving forward. 
Tee, a visually-impaired dog, has a plan that focuses on surrounding 
him with familiar people, to make him feel safe and ensure he doesn’t 
run into things. “He knows that if somebody says ‘careful,’ he’s about 
to run into something or trip over something,” Anderst said. 
With 10,000 known puppy mills across the country, Ashly Dale, 
Director of Operations at Bailing Out Benji, is fighting against large-
scale, commercial breeding programs. Both Dale and Anderst sug-
gested the same three tips dog-lovers can use to avoid unintentionally 
contributing to puppy mills. 
1. Don’t buy puppies from pet stores 
There are not many puppy mills in Washington state, in part be-
cause of a 2009 law, RCW 16.52.310, which made it illegal for a per-
son to have “more than 50 dogs with intact sexual organs over the age 
of six months.” However, some pet stores in Washington still source 
their dogs from puppy mills in other states. 
Bailing Out Benji, a nonprofit dedicated to creating a puppy-mill 
free United States, conducted significant data analysis to identify 
connections between several pet stores in Washington and out-of-
state puppy mills.
“There definitely still is a problem in Washington with puppy mills 
and the pipeline, because we have pet stores that are importing thou-
sands of puppies,” Dale said. 
I don’t raise puppies that way and I 
won’t. My puppies are raised in my 
living room and in my kitchen. It’s a 
lot of work, but it’s worth the effort.”
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Suki relaxes in her new home. She loves to find the prime warm 
location to lay, Anderst said, most often sandwiched between 
two people. (Photo courtesy of Brenna Anderst)
“
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John Cadman, owner of Pinnacle Black Russian Terriers breeding 
company, takes a similar hands-on approach. He has seven dogs on 
his property; Knopfler, Smiley, Pixie, Xena, Naya, Bo Peep and Zoe, 
who is not his dog and is stuck in the U.S. due to the pandemic. 
His property has two acres of fenced land for the dogs to roam in. 
They are also able to enter the house whenever they want. Cadman 
said his first black Russian terrier was born accidentally, and his initial 
motivation for breeding was to have the dogs for himself. He said he 
admires their emotional intelligence. 
Black Russian terriers function like a wolf pack with an alpha fe-
male, Cadman said, and is one of the reasons it would be difficult to 
have a puppy mill with these dogs. While it has happened in other 
states, the breed’s nature would make it hard to force them to mate.  
Sometimes, Cadman has years without new pups because the fe-
males are “picky.” During mating season, the male dogs whistle and 
dance to impress the female. If they don’t do a good enough job, she 
doesn’t waste her time. 
But avoiding supporting puppy mills doesn’t end with walking the 
breeder’s property. 
“I try to educate people who apply as much as I can so that they will 
go out and support good breeders,” Powell said. 
3. Continue to learn about animal welfare
Powell said she gives prospective dog owners a list of questions to 
ask to ensure they are purchasing from an ethical breeder. She advises 
people to ask breeders what health testing they do, where they raise 
the dogs and if you can visit the location in person. These questions 
can typically weed out bad breeders because they sometimes raise 
dogs in stacked kennels and don’t health test their puppies. Powell 
also said that prices below the typical going rate can be a sign that 
buyers might need to do more research on the breeder. Her dogs typ-
ically sell for between $3,000 and $3,500. 
“As the old adage states … too good to be true often is,” Powell said 
in an email. 
Education doesn’t end with asking the right questions. Anderst’s 
job at Pasado’s Safe Haven involves a lot of animal education. “I work 
on legislation and policy issues, but I also work on creating programs 
to take into classrooms that teach kids about kindness and compas-
sion to animals,” Anderst said. 
Due to COVID-19 restrictions, Pasado’s Safe Haven cannot hold 
educational field trips in person. Instead, the organization conducts 
them over Zoom. 
“We’ve put together a collection of videos of specific animals. We 
share those videos in the presentation while talking about that spe-
cific animal’s rescue story, who they are and what their personality is 
like,” Anderst said. 
The organization’s goal is to create compassion by showing the 
kids that animals are living, breathing creatures just like them. And 
Pasado’s Safe Haven works with more than just dogs; they are a haven 
for farm animals too. Students can even write letters to the many dif-
ferent creatures at the sanctuary. 
The animals love to write back, Anderst said. 
Animal education doesn’t end with school programs for kids. 
Adults can participate in educational programs, too. Before the pan-
demic, Bailing Out Benji held community events, such as dog walks, 
to educate the public. 
One of Dale’s favorite memories from these events occurred when 
a woman approached the organization’s booth. She believed that 
pet stores in Washington did not have connections to puppy mills. 
Dale showed the woman Bailing Out Benji’s data and changed her 
perspective.  
“That was a really cool moment because we don’t expect the public 
to know about puppy mills,” Dale said. 
Since the pandemic, Bailing Out Benji moved their animal educa-
tion online in the form of public service announcements and a pod-
cast called “Truth, Lies and Puppy Mills.” Dale said the podcast has 
reached thousands. 
Animal welfare organizations also have tip sheets that can provide 
dog-lovers with a way to avoid unintentionally contributing to puppy 
mills, like the one that left Suki with sores. 
Though she was timid at first, Suki has changed a lot since her time 
in the puppy mill. According to Anderst, she is more confident and is 
even close with the household cat, Mooch. The two chase each other 
around and share toys. Suki’s current toy of choice is a squeaker, even 
though she hasn’t learned how to squeak it intentionally yet. 
Anderst practices with her every day.
Tee, a senior dog at Pasado’s Safe Haven, enjoys the sun-
shine, even though he can’t see it. Since he was rescued, 
Tee learned to utilize his other senses to recognize the 
voices of his group of humans at the sanctuary. (Photo 
courtesy of Brenna Anderst)
I work on legislation and policy issues, 
but I also work on creating programs to 
take into classrooms that teach kids about 
kindness and compassion to animals.”
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Beavered-Up
An homage to my dad and his spirit animal, the beaver.
Every now and then, there comes a time in a person’s life when an epic moment defines them. For my dad this moment was when he became “the beaver.”
It’s a story spoken with exuberance each time it’s told by my hus-
band, Jack McDaniel, and his Navy friends who were there to bear 
witness that day. A story that has left a long-lasting impression on my 
dad and anyone that knows or cares for him.
My dad’s defining moment takes place about five or six years ago, 
high up in the North Cascade Mountains off an old logging road 
near the town of Concrete, Washington. Jack invited him to go win-
ter camping to a place they call Bear Camp. 
Jack and his friends made a lean-to out of sticks and a tarp, shel-
tering them from the heavy, wet snow. As the evening progressed 
and the contours of the mountains became indistinguishable due 
to whiteout conditions, my dad became more “beavered-up” from 
drinking Peppermint Schnapps mixed with a Starbucks Frappuccino 
and smoking out of a deer antler pipe that he bought back in 1978.  
Exhilarated by the thrill of being in the wild and warm from the 
Peppermint Schnapps, my dad opted not to huddle under the tarp 
with the other men. He stood around the campfire instead, decked 
out in his water repellent buffalo-leather chaps and beaver-felt hat 
with a symbol of a beaver on the inside. 
My dad leaned back, tilted his head upward, stretched his arms out 
toward the heavens, and shouted, “I feel like a beaver!” 
“Look at me! The water is shedding off of me!” my dad exclaimed 
as the water beaded off his chaps and hat, just as it would a beaver’s 
waterproof fur coat. 
Jack and his friends watched in amusement, laughing and relishing 
with my dad in his moment of glory. From here on out, he was known 
as “the beaver” to all our friends and family.
The beaver became him, especially after he decorated a mud flap he 
calls his “beaver tail” with big silver buttons and leather tassels that he 
fastened onto the back of his Harley-Davidson motorcycle.
My dad realized how spiritually connected he had been with bea-
vers his whole life. He was able to see many beaver qualities in himself, 
like his affinity toward living near water and his passion for architec-
ture and construction.
Although my dad is not Native American, he identifies with the 
beaver as his spirit animal, a term “used among different cultures to 
describe spirits of benevolent nature, usually helping someone during 
a hard time,” said Tristan Picotte in A Native View On Spirit Animals 
And Animal Medicine.
Not all tribes believe in spirit animals, but for those that do, “These 
spirits can bring strength, insight and even a sense or feeling to some-
one who needs it,” according to Picotte.
This past Christmas, Jack gifted my dad Ben Goldfarb’s book “Ea-
ger: The Surprising, Secret Life of Beavers and Why They Matter.” I 
wanted to read the book to my dad in hopes that we could become 
subject-matter experts on beavers together, but in the process we 
learned a little bit more about ourselves, too.   
My dad’s first encounter with his spirit animal occurred in a time 
of need. I knew that it happened when my dad was in despair, but it 
wasn’t until after we read the book together that I found out what re-
ally happened when I was 3 years old and went missing. 
My parents called the fire department to help search for me.
Troubled, my dad looked for me down by the river behind our 
house. He stood silently on the banks of the river in deep thought, 
hoping and praying that he’d find me, when he saw a beaver meander-
ing toward him, swimming upstream. 
The beaver waddled up to my dad where he stood like a statue, 
sniffed his boots and turned away. Feeling the need to communicate 
with the creature, my dad said to the beaver in a brusque voice, “Hey.” 
The beaver turned to stare at him for a moment, displaying its long 
orange incisors and then waddled away, sliding back into the river. 
The beaver was likely not threatened by my dad, because it didn’t slap 
its tail in defense.
My dad was left with a feeling that the beaver was sending him a 
message of hope that I would soon be found.
Story by Michelle McDaniel
Illustration by Julia Vreeman
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As the evening progressed and the contours of the mountains 
became indistinguishable due to whiteout conditions, my 
dad became more “beavered-up” from drinking Peppermint 
Schnapps mixed with a Starbucks Frappuccino and smoking 
out of a deer antler pipe that he bought back in 1978.”
Do I Tell?
Breaking the stigma of not reporting a sexual assault 
and sharing resources to help survivors.
Story by Grace Yatsko
Illustration by Julia Vreeman
It wasn’t the typical “stranger in a dark alley” narrative that most people are familiar with.No, my narrative was something I could only de-
fine a few years after it happened. I began to ask myself: 
Why was it embarrassing to tell family and friends? 
Had I brought this on to myself? Would this shame 
ever fade?
And why did he hug me afterwards?
The decision to report or not report is a challenging 
one that sexual assault survivors should have full control 
over. But sadly, so many of us feel that if we don’t tell any-
one about it, we will not find peace.
After the assault, I was supported by many friends 
who let me talk it out without pressuring me to make 
a decision. The choice to share my story was something 
I’d decide years after it happened.
Now, I understand what happened to me. I under-
stand that I did not want what he did to me. And I 
understand that healing isn’t something that happens 
overnight.
I still don’t find it plausible to report what happened 
to me after all this time because of the details I can’t 
quite remember about that awful moment, the large 
gap of time I spent quiet and the trauma associated with 
retelling my story over and over again.
“The first thing that I would say to anybody is that 
there is no right answer to this question [on whether or 
not to report],” said Elizabeth Hart, Support Program 
Manager at Domestic Violence and Sexual Assault Ser-
vices. “But figuring out what is the best thing for each 
individual is going to be very personal and has no right 
or wrong answer.”
According to the Rape, Abuse & Incest National 
Network, an American is sexually assaulted every 73 
seconds. Meanwhile, only five out of every 1,000 perpe-
trators will end up in prison.
There’s a stigma surrounding survivors who choose 
not to report, and I felt that weight fully as I questioned 
my decision over the years. However, it isn’t hard to see 
why survivors choose to keep their stories private, when 
barely any perpetrators serve time for what they’ve done.
It’s also important to note that survivors don’t need 
to tell their stories in order to begin the healing process.
“Something that I think can be helpful for survivors is 
what justice and healing looks like for them,” said Eliza-
beth Montoya, Director for the Commission on Sexual 
and Domestic Violence.
“For one survivor it could look like the legal system 
and seeking prosecution, for another survivor it can be 
being believed by the person they’re reporting to,” Mon-
toya said. “Or, for another survivor, their path to healing 
is connecting with a community of other survivors.”
Three years after my assault, I still pick at the loose 
skin on my fingers when I see someone who resembles 
him. I still jump if someone brushes my back with their 
hand. I still have nightmares that we’ll bump into each 
other one day and he’ll have no idea what he’s done.
I had to find resources for myself to heal and learn to 
overcome the triggering moments that continue to pop 
up today.
There are many resources available for survivors to 
find help.
The Rape, Abuse & Incest National Network has a 
free live 24/7 chat and hotline available for survivors to 
use while remaining confidential. The site also has tips 
and articles to read spanning from “Telling Loved Ones 
About Sexual Assault” to “Safety Tips for Traveling.”
If you are in Bellingham, Washington and wondering 
what local resources are available there, The Commis-
sion on Sexual and Domestic Violence also has a list of 
resources. Domestic Violence and Sexual Assault Ser-
vices also has a wide range of resources available locally.
“We [at DVSAS] want survivors to know what to 
expect if they choose to report or about the processes,” 
Hart said. “It [DVSAS] is a safe and confidential place 
to ask questions.”
The decision to report or not report relies entirely 
on how survivors want to proceed, and no one should 
make them feel forced into choosing one or the other.
Reporting my story right after the assault was not the 
best choice for me, and that is OK. I’m sharing my story 
now, but it is not a sign of regret for the choice I made 
before to stay silent. 
Instead, I’m using my voice to show the level of care 
and empathy we should have for survivors.
Listen to survivors and support the decision they 
make by letting them know you’re there for them. Even 
if someone chooses to report an assault years later, their 










A grandmother’s journey to getting the COVID-19 vaccine. 
Story and photos by Oliver Hamlin
(Left) Linda, right, walks with her 
neighbor, Judy Fisher, on March 4, 
2021 at Riverfront Park in Mount 
Vernon, Wash. The two grew closer 
during the pandemic as they were 
each other’s main source of in-per-
son social interaction. In addition 
to walks, Linda and Judy also shared 
meals together outside on Linda’s 
deck.
(Below left) On March 7, 2021, 
before the release of the pre-record-
ed service at First United Methodist 
Church, Linda joins a video call at 
her home in Mount Vernon, Wash. 
with members of the church for 
coffee hour. The church has not been 
meeting in person, so the congrega-
tion only meets online or for drive-
through events.
(Below right) Linda makes a grilled 
cheese with homemade sourdough 
bread her daughter made for Linda’s 
birthday in her home on March 7, 
2021 in Mount Vernon, Wash.
Linda’s 8-year-old miniature labradoodle, Phoebe, 
sits on her lap in Linda’s home on March 7, 2021 in 
Mount Vernon, Wash. “She has been one thing that 
has helped me get through this year,” she said. “If I 
didn’t have her, I would just be totally lost.”
KLIPSUN | 22 EMPATHY | 23
“My husband taught me to be a very outgoing person, because I wasn’t when we got married,” Linda Al-len said.
At 75, she still keeps up with high school friends, church friends 
and neighbors. She lives in a quiet cul-de-sac in Mount Vernon, 
Washington, the town where she grew up and spent most of her life.
Despite her three daughters being a couple hours away and living 
alone with her 8-year-old dog Phoebe, Linda has found ways to keep 
an active social life during the pandemic.
“I just love it here,” Linda said. “Before the pandemic hit, [high 
school friends] met every month at Haggen to have lunch and they 
would come up from Seattle. So, I have a lot of connections here.”
From video calls and online church gatherings to socially dis-
tanced walks with her neighbor Judy, almost every aspect of Linda’s 
life has changed.
Linda is at high risk for COVID-19 as a cancer survivor. For much
of the pandemic, she isolated and took extra precautions, like having 
her groceries delivered.
At first, some of the changes were challenging, but Linda found 
ways to adapt. At the start of the pandemic, Linda felt bad that her 
daughters were driving from Seattle, Wash. just to buy groceries 
for her and Judy, so she figured out grocery delivery. While she still 
misses working out at the Young Men’s Christian Association, Linda 
chose to do physical therapy at home.
Other changes, however, have been harder to adapt to. Linda spent 
Thanksgiving alone; on Christmas, she worried all day about friends 
who were sick with COVID-19.
“I think that the most difficult aspect of this whole pandemic for 
me is being holed up alone,” Linda said. “It’s just been kind of an over-
whelming year for me and to be alone, through all that, it’s been chal-
lenging. But, I’m just not gonna let it get me down.”
Linda’s kids consider her technologically literate for her age.
Linda Allen poses for a portrait 
with and without her mask after 
receiving the second dose of the 
COVID-19 vaccine outside a 
clinic on March 1, 2021 in Mount 
Vernon, Wash. “I feel like I can get 
my life back,” Linda said. After 
receiving the vaccine, she had flu-
like symptoms and low energy for a 
couple days.
A quilt in Linda’s living room is displayed on a 
couch on Feb. 6, 2021 in Mount Vernon, Wash. 
Linda spent about five years away from quilting 
after her husband passed, but she regained 
interest in it during the lockdown. 
Unafraid to send emojis or figure something out online, she utilized technolo-
gy throughout the pandemic to make her lifestyle more comfortable.
This was especially clear when the COVID-19 vaccine rollout began. In-
stead of phone calls and in-person meetings with a doctor, Linda got a tip from 
a friend that she could schedule her vaccination online.
“I had that appointment in about 10 minutes after going online,” Linda said. 
“Then I get Judy [and] I said, ‘You’re going to have to come into the house. And 
we got to get you an appointment, too.’”
After helping Judy, Linda helped two other friends get vaccination appoint-
ments.
Linda misses going to the Y and attending Silver Sneakers, an exercise class 
for older adults. She also looks forward to having dinner inside with Judy.
“
More to Love
Diving deeper into fatphobia: what it is, its history 
and how we can counter it.
Teddie Santos walks into Walmart and sits down on a motorized cart, dodging stares from able-bodied patrons. The 
other shoppers see Santos’ tall, fat body and are 
quick to judge. As Santos moves through the 
store, most people say nothing, but their faces 
of disgust pierce through Santos’ dark skin like 
daggers.
 “Being fat is not a disability,” one customer ac-
tually says to them.
 What the shoppers don’t see, however, is the 
pain caused by Santos’ disability, an illness entire-
ly unrelated to their body mass. 
The customers fail to realize something their 
eyes alone cannot comprehend: Weight isn’t in-
dicative of poor health. And even if it was, why 
do people feel entitled to comment on someone 
else’s body?
The answer lies within fatphobia — the fear or 
prejudice against fat people, or the idea of being 
fat. This bias is deeply entrenched in our society 
and is “the last ‘socially acceptable’ form of dis-
crimination” according to Western Washington 
University sociology professor, Jen Lois.
Society normalizes an obsession with calorie 
counting and diets, placing thinness as the stan-
dard for beauty and health. Not only is it com-
mon for people, especially women, to talk to each 
other about and encourage weight loss, but also 
to judge others according to their body size. The 
word fat is usually replaced with softer-sounding 
euphemisms, except when it’s meant as an insult. 
Like other self-described fat-positivists, Santos 
believes the word fat is merely descriptive; they 
started using it to describe their own body as a 
means of taking back the negative power it had 
over them. 
“Yes, I am fat and there’s nothing wrong with 
that,” Santos said. “It helps me remind myself that 
I do have fat on my body, but I’m not less worthy 
of love.” 
But Santos didn’t always love and accept them-
self.
While growing up, Santos was emotionally 
abused by their parents, and their grandmother 
believed Santos’ body was unacceptable. She 
would often watch what  Santos ate, shake her 
head in disapproval at family meals and repeated-
ly make demeaning comments. In order to “en-
courage” Santos to change their body, she would 
make promises such as, “If you lose weight, I’ll 
take you to Disneyland.” 
By the time they reached high school, Santos 
was showering in the dark, unable to even look 
at their own body. They remember thinking, “Ev-
erybody else hates it, shouldn’t I hate it too?”
At that time, Santos told themself that if they 
could just lose a few pounds, their family, friends 
and partners would love them more. They be-
lieved what they were taught to believe: fat peo-
ple are unworthy of the things thin people enjoy.
The idea that fat people are inherently unwor-
thy may be partly due to puritanical ideals that 
make up much of our belief system today. The 
Puritans, some of which colonized America in 
the 1600s, believed in delayed gratification and 
self discipline, according to Lois. Lois explained 
that such beliefs are rooted in our society and 
shape our implicit biases. 
“Body size has so many factors that contribute 
to it,” Lois said.  “But in our understanding, it’s all 
about peoples’ ‘inability to control their appetite,’
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Yes, I am fat and there’s 
nothing wrong with that. It 
helps me remind myself that 
I do have fat on my body, 
but I’m not less worthy of 
love.” 
Story by Kyra Planetz
Illustration by Julia Vreeman
for being fat,” Rahn said. “So, we don’t go to the doctor and they don’t 
catch things that aren’t related at all to fat.” 
Fatphobia is also deeply tied to other forms of oppression such as 
sexism, racism, ableism and classism. Laurie Cooper Stoll’s study “Fat 
Is a Social Justice Issue, Too” notes, “systems of oppression work to-
gether to produce injustice.”
In an example of this intersectionality, Lois explained that those 
living in poorer neighborhoods (disproportionately people of col-
or) often have less access to healthy or fresh food options in grocery 
stores and have fewer parks for outdoor recreation. This example 
demonstrates how fat people are held personally responsible, and 
shamed, for the shape of their bodies when systematic failures and 
various other factors contribute to fatphobia. 
Fat women are subject to a larger degree of fatphobia than fat men. 
In the workplace, fat women are less likely to be hired and are paid less 
than thin women. They are also typically rejected from elite colleges 
and less likely to be married. Black fat women face the triple burden 
of fatphobia, sexism and racism. They are often held to higher beauty 
standards than white women with similar features. 
“Kim Kardashian can have a really big butt, but when Lizzo has a 
really big butt it’s a totally different conversation,” Rahn said. “Lizzo 
defines obesity; Kim Kardashian is the ideal woman.”
 So, how do we even begin to combat fatphobia? 
For Rahn, tackling the issue started with self-acceptance. She be-
gan this journey over 10 years ago when she first Googled images 
of women who looked like her. Rahn realized, though they had the 
same body type, she internally reacted to her own body much harsher 
than the other women. She began to follow more fat positive Insta-
gram accounts and find more fat friends. Rahn found these changes 
had a positive impact on how she felt about herself. 
“Try as much as you can to love yourself, despite what everybody’s 
telling you,” Rahn said.
For anyone who isn’t oppressed by fatphobia, Santos and Rahn 
agree that empathy is key to acceptance. Rahn suggests allies should 
listen to the experience of fat people and try their best to understand. 
She believes that putting yourself in someone else’s shoes makes ac-
cepting that person easier. 
Systems of oppression weren’t built overnight, and fatphobia is no 
exception. Santos believes, however, that love — both for yourself 
and others — can make all the difference.
“This is my body, and no one else can love it like I can,” Santos said. 
“If I’m not going to love it, then I’m wasting it.”
literally in this case, and overindulging, which means they are weak 
and less good.” 
Like Santos, Bennett Rahn grew up hating her body. She tried 
everything she could to change it, learning about diets and calorie 
counting early on. When she was 9 years old, Rahn attended fourth-
grade camp and had an interaction that has always stuck with her. 
Rahn had a picnic with a high school girl, someone she looked up 
to, as part of a camp tradition. As a young girl, she naturally wanted to 
fit in with the highschooler. Thinking the best way to start a conver-
sation with the older girl was to talk about food and calories, Rahn 
asked, “I wonder how many calories are in this sandwich?” The high 
school girl was horrified. She couldn’t believe Rahn was already con-
cerned with dieting at such a young age. 
As a fourth grader, Rahn was understandably ashamed and embar-
rassed by the older student’s reaction. But looking back on the mem-
ory, Rahn said she feels compassion for her younger self. Though she 
now accepts her body as is, Rahn’s journey to self-acceptance was 
paved with internalized fatphobia. 
“We like to think, ‘well that fat person, that’s not me,’” Rahn said. 
“‘The true me is thin and beautiful, and I have to unlock her by 
dieting.’” 
Of course, like any other marginalized group, fat people don’t just
oppress themselves internally. They experience discrimination in 
all areas of their lives — especially in health care. Take, for example, 
the link made between so-called “obesity” and poor health. Though 
the history of fat medicalization happened fairly recently — and is 
deeply flawed — many health myths, such as the belief that we are 
currently undergoing an “obesity” epidemic, remain unquestioned by 
society and perpetuate fatphobia.
The Body Mass Index, which has been the standard measure of 
body size since the 1950s, began not as a health indicator, but as a 
pricing tool for life insurance agencies. By the 1980s, the idea that 
“obesity” was a disease began to be slowly introduced to the Ameri-
can public. In 1997, “overweight” was established at a BMI of 25. This 
caused millions of Americans to suddenly be labeled “overweight,” re-
vealing the social construction of a “standard” weight. Then, in 2013, 
the American Medical Association officially recognized “obesity” as 
a disease, despite concerns expressed by its expert panel. 
In health care, fat people experience a greater degree of harassment 
than their thin counterparts. Poor treatment in the doctor’s office 
leads some to visit irregularly, making early detection of disease more 
unlikely. Fat women have a higher risk of gynecological cancers  be-
cause of this lack of screening. 
“We’re afraid of being terrorized by our health-care professionals
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(Timeline by Kyra Planetz and Julia Vreeman)
“This was my story, and I didn’t even get to tell it.”
for chemotherapy, that my current girlfriend likes it 
and that it makes me happy. 
She had already made up her mind by then. 
A week later, I text my brother to ask him why he 
showed Mom the video of my hair. He tells me that 
he thought it might make it easier for me to confess I 
have a girlfriend. I guess he’s looking out for me. I ask 
him how this came up in conversation.
My mom and brother were eating lunch together, 
joking around. Then, he brought it up and showed her 
the video.
“She shook her head, probably thinking why you 
cut your hair like that, but she didn’t say anything bad 
about it,” my brother said.
Then they talked about other things. 
My brother came out the same as me: discovered 
on Facebook. I don’t know whether or not his com-
ing-out story ever came up again with Mom. 
“I mean, if they learned to love me past being gay, I 
believe it’s going to be the same for you,” Phuoc said.
I want to believe him. He expresses himself more 
to Mom about who he is. He’s more open and more 
unapologetic about his queerness. And I’m still here, 
scared.




I walk down Holly Street on a casual strut around town. I see JJ’s, then the Comic’s Place, then I see it — Old 99 Barber Shop. 
I feel like what I’m about to do will transform 
me into a much cooler, fresher version of my-
self. It was momentous. I was on top of the 
world, and then...
“I have an opening at 11, do you want me 
to write you in then?” my barber said.
I was so confident! I was ready! I feel my 
face heat up, all my nervousness swelling up 
in my cheeks. Is this a sign it shouldn’t hap-
pen, like it wasn’t meant to be?
The walk back to my apartment is gru-
eling. I don’t want a usual trim — I want a 
change. Everyone has their own ball and 
chains, and mine is tradition. 
I didn’t come out, I was found.
In 2011, I had a secret girlfriend. We dated 
for about a year. I told my parents we were 
friends because it wasn’t normal to be gay: 
not at this age, not in this culture, not in this 
family.
The day my mom found out, she showed 
me my Facebook and asked what this was. 
This was my girlfriend writing a sweet love 
note to me. This was a secret I had to hide 
because our family didn’t talk about or allow 
relationships. This was my story, and I didn’t 
even get to tell it.
“What’s wrong with you? Are you sick? 
Why would you do this to me?” Mom asked. 
She bawled her eyes out and wouldn’t even 
talk to me that night. 
My step-dad told my girlfriend to go 
home, and we were told to break up. After 
that, I found a way to keep my relationships 
extra private. Until my senior prom night, 
when I came home with my year-long boy-
friend to enjoy our to-go tacos, but we broke 
up when I left for college. Since then, all my 
mom asked about or even hinted at was my 
ex. As if the possibility of liking men and 
women didn’t exist.
If I get this haircut, what will my family 
think? What will my mom say? As the first-
born, I’m taught to be the best, to follow tra-
dition and to be a role model for my younger 
siblings. Would they see me as the same per-
son if they saw what I did?
Long hair is defined by a history of empow-
erment, strength and beauty, coupled with an 
experience of historical discrimination, espe-
cially for Vietnamese men. It’s a tradition for 
Vietnamese women to keep their reputation 
spotless and our beauty everlasting, because 
impressions matter in Vietnamese society. 
Layla Hair Salon, a hair salon blog based in 
Hanoi, Vietnam, said Vietnamese women 
living in rural areas keep their hair long for 
convenience and simplicity.
My mother and grandmother grew up the 
same;  long, jet-black hair, graceful gestures 
and young complexion, wearing  “áo dài,” a 
traditional Vietnamese garment. My mother 
used to show me photos of her in these long 
dresses in the countryside of South Vietnam. 
Who knew a single mother of four could still 
look the same years later? She’s traditional 
that way.
As I sit on my barber’s chair, I contemplate 
the repercussions of failing as a Vietnamese 
American — a person who wants their mom 
to understand it’s not her fault, a person who 
wants to take this step to prove to themselves 
they’re still queer and proud to be.
No more hiding in the dark. 
The clippers tap my hair.  
I see it on the floor: a history of repressed 
memories. 
It took me ages to figure out what haircut 
I wanted, and I was scared. Even after waiting 
two hours. 
I recorded a video to show my friends. 
Then I show my brother Phuoc. Wrong 
move.
A few days later, my mom calls.
“Are you okay? What’s wrong? Did some-
thing bad happen?” Mom asks.
“No mom, I’m fine,” I said.
“Then why did you cut your hair like that? 
People only do that when something bad 
happen or when they go crazy.”
“No Mom, I’m fine. I just wanted to try 
something new,” I said.
“Why do you want to look like a man? No 
more of this, OK?” 
I hang up. I lost the opportunity to tell my
mom it was inspired by her haircut
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Story by Quynh Trinh
Photos by Hannah Silver-Fajardo
(Right and left) Quynh Trinh gets her hair faded at 
Old 99 Barber Shop in Bellingham, Wash. on Feb. 10, 
2021.
“How Can I Help You Today?”
Gondry knows that her customers’ behaviors have changed from 
before the pandemic to now. She places them into two distinct cat-
egories: some customers treat her with more compassion, appre-
ciation and respect, while others come with a heightened sense of 
entitlement.
“They think that they deserve a lot more than other people do, 
which is really interesting, because it’s like, what makes you signifi-
cantly better than the other person who is here to get a burger?” 
Gondry said.
For Gondry, getting the coronavirus means being out of work 
and losing a steady paycheck. A big part of a server’s income is the 
tips they make on the clock, and sometimes customers’ behaviors 
force Gondry into uncomfortable situations. 
“If somebody is not wearing a mask and I don’t feel comfortable, 
I have to kind of decide right there whether or not I feel like they’re 
gonna tip me,” Gondry said. “And if they’re not [going to tip], I’m 
gonna ask them to put their mask on, because I am not feeling like 
I’m gonna get the money anyways.”
A worker at the local JOANN Fabric and Craft store, who 
wished to remain anonymous and will henceforth be referred to as 
Ezra, said that very few customers who come into their store follow 
COVID-19 safety guidelines.
“I feel like a lot of people view you as disposable,” Ezra said. 
Ezra witnesses people not wearing masks because they want to 
drink coffee they brought, as well as customers standing too close 
to the cashier stands and drifting back up after being told to step 
behind the line.
Losing their primary source of income is also Ezra’s main concern 
when it comes to fears about contracting the virus. They are not 
only frustrated by customers not taking the coronavirus seriously, 
but also by the way JOANN’s doesn’t strictly enforce the necessary 
precautions to keep their workers safe.
“It’s very hard to play by the rules when it comes to COVID when 
everybody else isn’t doing it,” Ezra said.
Keeping these jobs despite the health hazards is vital for many 
service workers, whose jobs in the U.S. were among the hardest 
hit by the pandemic’s economic toll. Here in Bellingham, we have 
closely mirrored that national trend.
In April 2020, the city’s business districts stood locked and emp-
ty for weeks as its residents sat at home, permitted to leave only for 
essentials. That month, the Whatcom County unemployment rate 
hit a historic 17.7%. Businesses within the Leisure and Hospitality 
sector saw a staggering 55% drop in employment from March to 
April. There was limited recovery to those figures over the summer 
and fall, with unemployment getting as low as 6.3% in October. 
However, the sector has yet to fully recover, and the cooler months 
have lowered employment further.
Other service industries, such as grocery stores, have fared better 
throughout the pandemic as people started eating at home more
How service workers have noticed a change in empathy
during the coronavirus pandemic.
Story by Garrett Rahn
Downtown Bellingham, Washington takes on a new look these days.Large portions of the street are now home to an assort-
ment of outdoor seating areas, extensions of the businesses across 
the sidewalk. Each is unique in its own way, with colorful hangings, 
brightly painted pallet fences, tea lights galore and heating fixtures to 
fight the chilly weather.
There are even more changes inside the buildings — scuffed neon 
tape stripes the floors, a constant reminder to keep a distance from 
other patrons. Plexiglass shields  guard the registers, and plates and 
platters are a rare sight anymore, replaced with disposable takeout 
containers and cutlery. 
Throughout the city, the experience for both the consumers and 
the producers in the service industry has undergone massive upheav-
als to accommodate for the unwelcome presence of the coronavirus.
As time sludges on through the pandemic, people have changed 
the way they treat service workers in tandem with the new, ever-pres-
ent danger. With the fundamentals of customer service altered for 
the foreseeable future, this is the moment to reevaluate what the 
boundaries of service work are. 
It’s rush hour at Boomer’s Drive-in. Fluorescent lights illuminate 
the cramped backroom of the restaurant. It’s teeming with activity as 
servers and cooks weave through the narrow corridors between the 
registers and food preparation stations, carrying out orders as quickly 
as they can. The smell of fried food drifts across this hive of activity 
amidst a muddle of voices and upbeat, thumping music.
Lili Gondry, a Boomer’s server, darts between cars taking orders. 
She makes a mental note of when each car pulls in, so she can greet 
them in that sequence. The air around her is thick with engine ex-
haust, and her clothes are sticky and smell like the many milkshakes 
she has made tonight. 
KLIPSUN | 32 EMPATHY | 33
(Left) Elvis Pilgrim operates the Fred Meyer fuel kiosk on March 
1, 2021 in Bellingham, Wash. Safely behind a thick sheet of bullet-
proof glass, he is never in direct contact with customers. “I don’t re-
ally have to worry about COVID too much,” Pilgrim said. “As long 
as I wear gloves or wash my hands after I touch the cash, it’s fine.” 
(Photo by Garrett Rahn)
(Above) JOANN Fabrics and Crafts employees work behind phys-
ical barriers on March 5, 2021 in Bellingham, Wash. Barriers keep 
both employees and their customers safe during the pandemic. 
(Photo by Hannah Silver-Fajardo)
“
and in restaurants less.
Nestled back in a dark corner of the Fred Meyer parking lot, Elvis 
Pilgrim stands behind a thick sheet of bulletproof glass in the fuel 
pump kiosk. He is surrounded by cigarettes and energy shots. The 
compact space is bathed in yellow light and the faint, pervasive hum 
of the dusty old ventilation fan. 
A customer walks in. He’s not wearing a mask. Pilgrim could ask 
him to put one on, but knows from past experiences that the request 
will likely be ignored, or worse, invoke an angry outburst. Pilgrim 
rings the man up without mentioning it. 
That was by no means a rare occurrence. Pilgrim often observes 
poor COVID-19 safety behavior from the customers.
“It’s a good 50% maybe who wear masks into the kiosk,” Pilgrim 
said. “I’m not gonna breathe in what you’re breathing, but maybe the 
person behind you is.”
Pilgrim feels safe in his workstation. He has no direct contact with 
the customers, thanks to the glass barrier. However, he wishes that 
people would exercise more caution around other customers and his 
coworkers inside the store.
“It’s a really scary time for people, and, fuck, man, if all it takes is 
wearing a mask ... just do it. Cause, we’re all in this, but that person 
[who’s] bagging your groceries or cashiering for you has seen 10 times 
the amount of people that you have in this one store trip,” Pilgrim said.
Having worked service jobs for a while now, Pilgrim feels like he 
has a common understanding with the service workers he sees when 
he goes out shopping. 
“This is me — I am interacting with myself,” Pilgrim said. “I think 
that’s kind of what empathy is, at least in my head.”
Gondry feels she’s been nicer toward people in service jobs ever 
since she got into the industry. However, she finds it increasingly dif-
ficult to be patient with customers when they are rude or incompas-
sionate. 
Ezra also tries their hardest to be conscious of how they interact 
with other service workers. They often try to thank those people and 
act respectfully toward them, because they know how rare that type 
of behavior can be. They also stringently follow social distance and 
mask-wearing guidelines, because of the way the customers at their 
work treat them.
“It’s just unfortunate when the people [who] you’re talking to very 
enthusiastically about their next quilting project also don’t seem to 
see you as enough of a person to social distance from you,” Ezra said.
Many service jobs were deemed “essential” in the pandemic’s 
inception. 
But the way that we continue to treat the people who do these jobs 
tells a different story of how we view them: disposable, as Ezra put it.
Much has changed on the face of the service industry; the tape on 
the floor, the seating outside. But behind the glass barrier, underneath 
the mask, they’re still the same people. 
Gondry thinks that we all need to be a little more patient with each 
other.
“No one is trying to go out of their way to do a bad job,” Gondry 
said.
Understanding that everyone is trying their best, and that you may 
find yourself in a similar situation someday, can help you make mind-
ful choices around service workers.
The outdoor enclosures, temporary barriers and other building ad-
aptations are mere reflections of something more human. Our per-
ceptions of others have all changed this last year, and going forward, 
we can choose how that affects our treatment of others.
As more businesses open up going into Phase 2 and the warmer 
months, remembering our patience might be challenging. But with a 
little empathy, it doesn’t have to stay forgotten.
No one is
trying to go 
out of their 
way to do a 
bad job.”
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A server hustles to deliver orders at Boomers Drive-In on March 5, 
2021 in Bellingham, Wash. (Photo by Hannah Silver-Fajardo)
Listen to the supplementary podcast “How Do 
You Run a Restaurant in a Pandemic?” in which 
Garrett interviews the manager of a local brew-
ery to discuss some of the changes implement-
ed over the year, as well as hear some stories of 
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I used to think vulnerability came at a cost and 
that I was left with weakness, but really, it made 
me human.





My experience with arthritis and how it changed 
my view of others with chronic illnesses.




Montessori preschool owner teaches remotely 
to students around the world.
A look into the current state of the Bellingham, 
Wash. affordable housing crisis and how local 
groups are helping those in need.
The Disappearing Dream of Homeownership 
Shannon Steffens
These stories and more available at klipsunmagazine.com
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